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When roused with a shrill alarm,
Was shouted from beneath, they arm.

The falcon charges at first view
With her brigade of talons, through
Whose shoots the wary heron beat,                       65

With a well counterwheePd retreat.
But the bold gen'ral,, never lost,,
Hath won again her airy post;
Who, wild in this affront, now fries,
Then gives a volley of her eyes.                             70

The desp'rate heron now contracts
In one design all former facts;
Noble he is resolv'd to fall
His and his en'my's funeral,

And, to be rid of her, to die                                    75

A public martyr of the sky.

When now he turns his last to wreak
The palisadoes of his beak,
The raging foe impatient,

Rack'd with revenge, and fury rent,                       So

Swift as the thunderbolt he strikes
Too sure upon the stand of pikes;
There she his naked breast doth hit,,
And on the case of rapiers 's split.

But ev'n in her expiring pangs,                           85

The heron 's pounc'd within her fangs,
And so above she stoops to rise
A trophy and a sacrifice;
Whilst her own bells in the sad fall
Ring out the double funeral.                                  90

Ah victory unhapp'ly won!
Weeping and red is set the sun,
Whilst the whole field floats in one tear.,
And all the air doth mourning wear:
Close-hooded all thy kindred come                        95

To pay their vows upon thy tomb;
The hobby and the musket too
Do march to take their last adieu.